







"Lord, new Icttest thou 
Thy servant depart in 
peace, according to Thy 
word : For mine eyes 
have seenThy Salvation." 

t-UKE2;29,30 
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PRICE TEn CEniS 



O'ER white expanses spark- 
ling pure 
The Radiant Morn unfolds; 
The solemn splendor of the 
night 
Shines brighter through the 
cold: 
Life mounts in every throbbing 
vein, 
Love deepens round the 
hearth, 
And clearer sounds the angel- 
hymn, 
"Good will to men on earth." 

PAGE TWO 





PalntlnK by Carlo DoM 



:x v. 



INGDOM 
EVERLASTING 



A SEASONABLE MEDITATION 

Commissioner B. Oram.es 



by 




]HE Scriptures, both 
Old and New Testa- 
ments, contain Humor- 
ous references to the 
b i r t h, development, 
character, earthly life 
and death of our Lord, 
but one of the most 
wonderful is a state- 
ment made by the Angel of ,God to 
Mary the mother of Jesus. After 
giving the Name by which the un- 
born Babe was to be called, and 
after alluding to the great place 
He was destined to fill, the Angel 
said: "Of His Kingdom there shall 
be no end" (Luke 1:33). 

For thousands of years kings and 
kingdoms had been established, and 
had survived during different pe- 
riods; but because they had in them 
the germs that seized upon the body 
politic and gradually ate its life 
away, these kingdoms perished, to 
be succeeded by others that met 
with the fate of their predecessors, 
But the Angel's statement has 
reference to a Kingdom that has 
survived all the wars and famines 



transition from one form of gov- 
ernment to another. 
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and pestilences of the 
changes that have 



ages — all the 
marked the 




' OW all Christendom to-day re- 
joices over the birth of Jesus! 
That little Baby Boy lying in swad- 
dling clothes in the Bethlehem 
Manger, in spite of the attempts of 
artists to make Him different from 
others, probably looked like any 
other baby boy born at that time. 
The latter were the children of 
men; Jesus was the Son of God. On 
the other hand, they possessed 
many of the attributes of their 
fathers, just as Jesus possessed the 
attributes of His Father, God. 

Other boy babies may have grown 
up to establish businesses, to found 
institutions, or other great enter- 
prises. Jesus was to establish a 
Kingdom, not composed of lands 
and mansions, money and homes, 
courtiers and armies, pomp and 
pageantry, but of a vastly different 
character. 

Revolutions may destroy earthly 
kingdoms, but the gates of hell and 
death shall never be able to destroy 
or even injure the Kingdom of 
Christ, for His is the only Kingdom 
that shall 
never come 
to an end. 

It is true 
that thirty- 
three years 
after His 
birt h, the 
people de- 
manded that 
He should die; 
not because 
He was am- 
bitious for 
power and 
fame, but be- 
cause He in- 
curred the 
hatred of the 
religious ru- 
lers of the 
day— the Sad- 
ducees, Phari- 
sees, ascetics, 
and mystics, 
who all dis- 
liked His 
plain teach- 
ing, His calm 
and patient 
spirit, and 
saw in His 
saintly life 
their own 
public c o n - 
demnation. 

But how 
won derfully 
God works! 
Here was 




Jesus, born of a lowly woman; He 
resided amongst "the corrupting 
and debasing influences of the vil- 
lage of Nazareth"; was known as 
"the carpenter's son"; was poor and 



Madonna 
and 
Child 




Mrs. Commissioner Orames 



unbefriended; lived a comparative- 
ly short time, His earthly life clos- 
ing ignominiously. These disabilities 
do not suggest the Founder of an 
everlasting Kingdom; which is only 
one more illustration of the great 
truth that "God's ways are not our 
ways." 

JESUS came and founded a King- 
dom based on peace. The angels 
sang of it on the first Christmas 
morning at Bethlehem. Jesus taught 
that lasting peace can only be as- 
sured if men love God wholeheart- 
edly and truly, and their neighbors 
(Contmued on page 31) 



Commissioner* B. Orames, Territorial Comman- 
der for Canada, Newfoundland and Bermuda. 
The Commissioner who this year completes six 
years in his present wide-9preading command, 
will, if spared, celebrate his seventieth birth- 
day next March* The portrait is by Mr. Y. Karsh, 
of Ottawa, whose character-studies of eminent 
people have become internationally famous 



PAGE 
THREE 



!>?£ 







■i^^jR 



Xi 



■*2 









f>* ' 


\ ■ * • 


■J 


i; Jiir ■' 








Wrfb 


"''?'' -^.: : 'I 






. '^t^^^^^^? 1 








..If 



1 \i> # *>,'',**. , 












'M t 



3-SC . .. w ■ 

#.4 ;'». « r . ., ... . 



*fT."V 



t? _ •' Zl'_ 



IN THE KriTHEHLAND —Gifts .Tie distributed at a Christmas gathering 

for Lcnclon's m-edy little folk by The Army's Chief of the Staff (Commis- 

sionci Clias. H, Baugh) and Mrs, Baugh 
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"GOD IN THE HIGHEST, AND ON EARTH," by fieurral 

THE KINGDOM EVERLASTING, by Oommbjaonia' FSi-il.ia til i 11 

CHRISTMASTIDE WITH WILLIAM ANO BRAMWELL 

BOOTH, by '.'oiiiinis.-ion.-r .1. 10. Smltli HI 

"LOVE DIVINE, ALL LOVES EXCELLING," In- Ib-nrv !■' 

Milllli:-'. ' I.V : . . . ,'|S 

IT WAS ONE GRAND DAY, by Aimvl ban,- 11 

"EAST IS EAST AND WEST IS WEST." \,v < ilariston,-. . 
1-Vra<lay ' V) 



A VISIT TO BETHLEHEM, by Major ('. T'l. Wisi-in.-iii I 

CHRISTMAS DREAM, by Alba:- M. Lyilall ' 

SONGS OF CHRISTMAS, by I .k-ut.-Colnn.-l lb ^IiiI.t :ii 

THE ONLY GIFT, by AiijllUuil A. fiiwn 2i 

LET THE BELLS RING OUT! ; 

WE MAY ALL DO LASTING GOOD, by Major ,T. Fitlon 2: 

ANGEL HEADS (For the Children), by Kl.sii; (',. Henxon 2' 

MUSIC: THE CHRISTMAS STORY, bv Uc-ut.-Colnncl ,1 
M-rrbi 2N-'"' 
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TO ninny minds there is. no doubt, 
something unreal in the story of 
angelic songsters filling the night sky 
with a chorus of praise and prophecy. 
It is to them a pretty sentiment, 
fit subject to decorate Christinas 
cards and entertain children. Bid as 
for it having any practical bearing 
upon the jumbled and often tragic 
life of to-day— the thought is quite 
bevond them. 

Even the triumphant declaration 
of the angels: "Glory to .God in the 
highest and on earth peace, good- 
will toward men," seems little more 
than a poetical, not to say, sentimental, summary of a 
distant ideal, an easy way of expressing wishful think- 

Yet I perceive in tliis shining story tin: readiest, the- 
surest and. in. jtiet. the only way out of the morass in 
which mankind is liopelessly floundering. 

Many times during the past few years we have been 
reminded of the similarity between the period in which 
Christ, was born and our own. He came to a world of 
fear and force, of superstition and weary no-faith, of 
glittering show, covering decay and death. He came to 
a people which, like many of to-day, were beaten by 
their circumstances. Neither proud Rome nor turbu- 
lent Jerusalem had any abiding inner strength. 
Emperors were striving to maintain power which was 
slipping from them and the faith of the priests of God's 
chosen people had fled to make room for a wary world- 

liness and uneasy 
diplomacy. 

Into this hostile 
scene came the an- 
gelic intrusion, one 
brief emergence of 
celestial hosts, one 
triumphant pro- 
clamation — a n d 
then the W o r d 
made Flesh, dwell- 
ing amongst men, 
without heavenly 
e s c o r 1, without 
strange lights and 
music of o t h e r 
spheres. 

It was as obscure 
as it was brief. 
While many might 
have turned uneas- 
ily in their sleep 
when the heavens 
were opened on 
that starry night, 
only a few shep- 
herds had the vis- 
ion vouchsafed to 
them. 

Next morning 
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Adoration of the M n tj i , by Reuben ;; 
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would go 
bath, the 



Greek and Roman. Hebrew and Ethiopian 

about their business to the market and the 

villa and the fisherman's hut. and never one of them 

would have a strange story to tell of lights and music 

m the sky. 

Why, then, do I see here the answer tu our persist- 
ing riddle? 

It is because 



the. 



Eternal Order! 
It is first God, 



chorus proclaimed (he 



angelic 

in the highest. And only when men 
honor God, putting Him first, will there be any hope 
for them or their schemes. (Continued on pajje 8) 
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|H ^H y War Service work 

H ■■ / in Hie East, earlier 

H JBB / in the year, I spent 

■ /■■/ a few days in Pal- 

^Bf wttr estine. Not least 

'^ '^ intriguing among 

(he places I visited was Bethlehem. 
This Utile town, set high in the 
Judean hills abend five miles south 
of Jerusalem, has not altered a great 
deal .since the days uf our Lord. 
The same two-storey, flat-roofed 
■white stone houses, the same nar- 
row streets, the same sort of people., 
and the same changeless hills are 
there to-day. Those hills are as arid 
and rocky as when David drove his 
Hocks over them three thousand 
years ago. 

1 enbussed at Jerusalem's Jaffa 
Gate where hundreds of Palestin- 
ians, in the costumes of a dozen 
country districts, were buying and 
soiling vociferously. Youngsters 
swarmed about, sucking long pieces 
of sugar cane. A half-dozen British 
servicemen came along, and for half 
an hour we motored slowly through 
modern suburbs, and then open 
country, before reaching Bethlehem. 
At one point on the road we 
passed the spot where Holnian 
Hunt, the famous British painter of 




VISIT TO 



BETHLEHEM 

Described by Major Clarence D. Wiseman 



Christian pictures, often sat to get 
a view of Jerusalem. Further on we 
saw Rachel's Tomb. This tomb, inci- 
dentally, is one of the authentic 
siles of Palestine. 

Bethlehem is so built into the 
fabric of Hebrew history that the 
very mention of its name sets mov- 
ing a lively procession in one's 
imagination. One thinks of such 
well-known Biblical characters as 
Ruth and Boaz, Jesse and David the 



Upper picture: 
The big betl in 
the church 
tower at Beth- 
lehem. Right: 
Western visit- 
ors examine a 
sheep and chat 
with a shep- 
herd on the 
plains near the 
historic town 



priests of several great communions 
minister. 

I found that caves in the hill- 
sides are used for many purposes 
in Palestine, just as they are in 
Southern Italy. They are cool in the 
summer, warm in winter and the 
cost of maintenance is very low. It 
seems perfectly reasonable to be- 
lieve that Jesus was born in such a 
place. 

A black-robed priest took us 



King, and of 
course Joseph 
a nd Ma r y 
and the baby 
Jesus. 

T i- a d ition 
locates the 
birthplace of 
our Lord in 
a cave that 
probably 
served as the 
barn of the 
local inn. A 
church h a s 
been built 
over it where 





down to the traditional site of the 
sacred manger. The place is now 
marked by a large, golden star set 
in the stone floor. The room was 
badly burned some years ago, and 
the charred walls are still un- 
mended. 

Heard All Over the World 

I climbed to the top of the church 
tower with its carillon of bells that 
all the world hears over the radio 
on Christmas Day. Bethlehem slum- 
bered beneath in the hot mid-day 
sun, for it was siesta time. 

Five or six miles to the north and 
hidden from view by the interven- 
(Continued on page 26) 
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A "BIDDY and PAT" STORY 





IDDY stood on a 
stool tying the 
tinsel angel to the 
I top of the tree. 
' The angel was al- 
ways the last or- 
nament to be 
hung, the finishing 
touch to the work of art. 
She stood back and view- 
ed her handiwork. Fes- 
tooned with gaily-colored 
lights and tinsel rope, the 
boughs were hung with 
gold and silver apples to- 
gether with a glittering assortment 
of ornaments that had been col- 
lected down the long years. 
At that moment Pat came in. 
"Silly old girl," he said fondly, 
"making yourself all that work. 
Why don't you take it aisy now 
there's only the two of us?" 

Biddy smiled. "I've just hung 
that tree with memories," she said, 
a far-away look in her eyes. 
"There's some little reminder of 
every happy Christmas we spent 
together with the childer. D'ye re- 
call little Maureen, the wee darlint, 
spending her pocket money on those 
blue-birds?" and she pointed to 
birds flying it seemed, from a 
snow-covered branch. "An' Dennis 
was the proud one when he brought 
home the first string of colored 
lights, bought with the money he 
had earned. 

"An' sure," she added, "whin the 



CHRISTMAS SCENE 

Q i — | ! — p WAS Christmas night 
And all was quiet, 
L-1 And peaceful was the scene 
'Mong people then 
Round Bethlehem; 
Stars shone from skies serene. 

'Twas Christmas night! 

A sudden light 
Shone forth in glorious power 

To mark the birth 

Of a Babe on earth — 
The Messiah's promised hour. 

The shepherds came 

And praised His name — 
And Wise Men from afar; 

While angels sang 

And anthems rang 
From Heav'n's celestial choir. 
Albert E. Elliott, 



childer think of us — as indade they 
will — they'll not picture two 
gloomy craithers sitting alone — 
they'll think back to the happy 
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Christmases we've had and the 
tree all proudly dressed. They'll 
think of fruit and nuts and home- 
made sweeties and a steaming 
pudding. So I'm still trimming the 
tree for the childer." 

Yes, that's what it is, she mused 
as Pat went into the kitchen. It's a 
tree hung with memories and thank 
the dear Lord for iv'ry one of thim. 

"Well — Pat wanted his supper, 
good man, and sure he deserved it. 
So Biddy washed her hands and 
dished up a real Irish stew, all fra- 
grant and appetizing. But all the 
time her mind was still engaged 
with the tree, so when supper was 
over and the dishes cleared away 
she sat down for a while with her 
knitting. 

Linking Past to Present 
"Pat — put the paper down for a 
bit, I want a wee crack wi ye. 'Tis 
true I was weaving happy memo- 
ries round the tree and tasting the 
swateness of iv'ry one of thim; but 
for all that I'm not living in the 
past but just linking the richness 
of it on to the present. I want iv'ry 
craither that comes to the house 
this Christmas to find here an at- 
mosphere of the season's joy, and 
sure there's nothing like a tree to 
make a place look Christmassy. 

"Don't you think, too, that iv'ry 
new Christmas holds a deeper 
meaning than the one before? It 



must be because as we grow older 
we are less entangled with the re- 
sponsibilities of life and so develop 
a keener insight." 

Pat sat listening quietly. He 
knew his Biddy and enjoyed her 
manner of expressing the things 
she thought and felt. So after a 
short pause, she continued. 

"I couldn't sleep for quite a while 
last night and the thoughts came 
chasing each other through my 
brain. It seemed that the Lord God 
had a dream an' it was such a' love- 
ly dream that He told an angel to set 
it to music. The theme was "Peace 
on earth and goodwill towards 
men." Then another angel was 
selected to train a choir to sing of 
this vision that God had for this 
world of ours, and thin one night 
the choir came down to a little hill 
where some humble shepherds were 
minding their sheep. 

Around the Fire 

The sheep were huddled to- 
gether for warmth an' some of the 
shepherds were sleeping while the 
others sat around the fire and 
talked of the things that were 
nearest their hearts. Down below in 
the world there was no peace any- 
where. A war-lord sat on the 
throne of Rome and the greater 
part of the world was under his 
dominion. Nobles were taken from 
(Continued on page 2G) 
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LVD. hi-hohl. Vivrr was n man i» 
'.Jerusalem, irliose mime U'd.s- .S'nNi'n»: 
j ami Ilit- .--miii' mini icii.-' J'ts'l (i)i«/ (/(.'- 
! rout, inr.'fhii; joi' die Cnusnhitinn o) 
I Israel: .mi/ [/if Holy Ghost U'i/.s' 
I iipm: dim. .-bid ii iiw; !"<-'ri •cilc.l vnw 
'■' him in/ die /in/i/ Ghost, f/icn lie 
' sltoiilti nut see dentil. before /o- hud 
/'.'■ Oiri.'-'t. And he cume 61/ flic Spirit 



into the k'mple; «nc/ when the parents brought in 
the Cliild Jesus, to do for Him after the custom of 
l lie. hue, then took lie Him up in his arms, and 
blessed God. and said. Lord, now Icttesf. Thou T)ii/ 
servant depart in peace, according to Tliy Word: 
jor mine eyes have seen Thy Salvation, which, 
'I'liou hnsi prepared before the. face of ail people 
A h'o/tr In ligliten the Gentiles, and the glorii of 
'Phn' people Israel— Luke 2:25-32. 
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(Continued 

God in tin- highest! That is His place. ' - I saw also 
(hi.- Lord sitting upon a throne" (wrote Isaiah), "high 
;iii<-i lifti'il up and His train filled the temple. Above it 
stood tin' scraplums; each one had six wings, with 
twain lie covered his face, and with twain he covered 
his feet, and with twain he did fly. And eiie cried unto 
another and said, 'Holy, holy, holy, is the Lord (if hosts; 
the whole earth is full' of His j.',lory.' " 

God 1ms not come down from His high place in the 
process; of history. Though man may try to find Him 
in his laboratories, and explain Him as he reads the 
reeks, Clod is still in the highest, mid we can only ap- 
proach Him when we are humble in spirit. 

The hopn- in tie- an?.-., l's iiies-see- lies in the fact that 
il e-'sees from oiiin.le. man above mankind, lu-si'nn; 
tie- ei ernes that Com v. ill draw to Himself the crea- 
tures ile ha: mad- and lov-.-s. 

Man's chief aim and purpose is to glorify God. That 
truth lias passed through its phase of unfashionable- 
nes's. Even within religious circles it has been often 
relocated to a secondary place, while man plumed him- 
self upon his own powers. And we have verily paid the 
price for the folly. All across the world is the trail of 
si li-worshipping man, truly the mark of the beast, 
deep-stained by his own devices. The fruit of his pi ide 
has pitted the fair earth with abiding memorials to his 
cruel folly end no one can measure the sorrow his sins 
have poured forth. 

Tin proposition has been worked out with such 
thoroughness that we may well marvel that all the 
world has not seen the answer. 

Self-centred, self-worshipping man is irrevocably 
committed to .strife tor mastery, to pride and passion, 
to the dedication of his increasing powers to one all- 
consuming purpose. 

God-centred man. lifting his eyes to the glory and 
catching a glimpse of the eternal purpose, finds a true 
conception of the brotherhood uf man; he sees all sec- 
tions of tho human family essential the one to the other. 
In that way is peace, and order and quietness in the 
habitations, of men. 

That, however, would be a vain hope but for the 
other aspect of the angels' chorus'. "God in the highest 
find on Ciirlh!" He is up there and down here. He does 
not stoop with condescension. He walks amongst men. 

One of my many happy memories of 19-1") is a brief 
visit which Mrs Carpenter and I paid, during a return 
journey from a series of meetings, to a young man who 
surrendered much to follow Christ. He hail secured an 
enviable place in journalism and had dazzling pros- 
pects. Describing those days he says, "My sword was 
sharp, f fought for the gold and the glitter of wealth, 
power and reputation. I was always searching for 
something . . . and in half an hour I found the secret 
which for years had eluded me and millions like me. 
Tho scales fell away from my eyes. I .saw both cause 
and cure of our troubles." 

Ik: records that the day after he decided to "make 
trial of tho adventure" a friend stopped dead in her 
tracks in the lobby of the House of Commons and said, 
"What haw you been doing? You look ten years 
younger." On my meeting him yours after this hap- 
pened I observed the peace in every line of his face. 
The radiance of his spirit and of hi.s wife and family, 
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from page 5) 
who were with him in complete surrender to God, 
warmed the heart like a glowing fire on a bitter day. 

That happens to men when they recognize that God 
walks amongst thorn, and they run to meet Him. After 
the recognition of "God in the highest" comes the 
knowledge that he is amongst men, bringing true 
peace, which passes understanding. 

Our recognition of .God's glory must, of course, be 
a I rue allegiance. It is little use our thinking that we 
have achieved it by tacking a few words on at the end 
of prayers, which, if analysed, would be seen to be 
almostwholly self-centred. "For Thine is the Kingdom, 
the power and the Glory" is far more than a phrase 
repeated a million times a year in every Christian 
land. Glory to God is the rule of the Kingdom in the 
individual heart. Jesus gave us the right order when 
He said, "Seek ye first the Kingdom of God and His 
righteousness." Seeking must be whole-hearted. The 
casual and uninterested rarely finds. 

Common lite teaches us that lesson. Who finds the 
liny screw dropped on to the floor, or tho friend in the 
crowd at the railway station? Who finds the treasures 
in music, literature or human personality? Is it not the 
persistent, consistent seeker? 

"Seek and ye shall find," runs the promise, Bible 
seeking is expressed in terms of the shepherd roaming 
the hillside, the woman sweeping the house, the aged 
father standing on the eminence, straining his eyes to 
see the tiny figure afar off. 

That is the kind of allegiance which gives to God 
the worship due to the Holiest in the height. 

Once again men are seeking a basis for peace. So 
long as the search remains on the human plane it will 
amount to nothing more than an uneasy pause in the 
actual conflict. 

All the elements of renewed strife will remain, for 
nothing, not even fear of namelessly horrible new 
weapons, can curb the predatory instincts which con- 
trol the unregenerate heart. 

What is not settled right is not settled at all. And 
there is only one "right," the righteousness which is 
the law of God. The Salvation Army's dealings with 
twisted broken lives have long taught that elementary 
truth. A kindly review of a collection of Army stories 
published a few months ago states that it is "in some 
ways, a remarkable ratification of modern psychology." 
What the psychiatrist is now deducting from his case- 
matter the soul-lover discovered long ago, and the 
Bible declares it from generation to generation. Hid- 
den sins are imiptive and disruptive. Bondage to self, 
though cunningly camouflaged by many declarations 
of liberty, shows itself, often with explosive power to 
wreck the citadel of the soul. 

Man must got his affairs on the right foundation. 
Only when lie sees God in the Highest can ho have 
abiding peace on earth. 

We dwell in a universe, with, one law for all. Man 
and nations, employer and employee, husband and wife, 
loader and led — for each and every one, in the solitari- 
ness which the soul knows when the clamour of com- 
munity life dies down, or in the depths of collectivism 
it must be, as the angels declared, God worshipped in 
the highest. Then to troubled earth will come peace 
and goodwill! 
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Ring Out! I 

Ring out the darkness in the land, 
Ring in the Christ that is to be. " 
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WEET, chiming, Christ- 
mas bells! On this coming 
anniversary of Christ's, 
natal day, the hells of the 
Empire should peal forth 
with extra joyous vigor, 
that so many of these cheery, 
melody-makers should have 
been so long silent in the Empire's 
pulsating heart. 

The fine art of bell-ringing, for it 
is a very fine art, interestingly 
enough was born in the Mother- 
land — the country that with the 
help of Providence withstood the 
shock of would-be invaders, and 
demonstrated to the world that this 
indeed was "Britain's finest hour." 
If any people have a right to ring 
its bells on Christmas Day — the day 
of the coming of the Prince of 
Peace — it is the gallant people 
of the "tight little Island" in the 
midst of the blue. 

Canada has n preference for 
chimes and carillons on which tunes 
are played from a keyboard, and in 
which the unmoving bells are rung 
by striking them with a clapper. 
But the English early appreciated 
the joys of swinging the bells by 
pulling them with ropes, and only 
the English have thoroughly accept- 
ed bells, not as rigid pieces of metal 
to be hammered, but as instruments 
to be swung rhythmically, mouths 
upwards to the sky. 

Ringing the Changes 

Change-ringing is so-called, of 
course, because the ringers contin- 
ually change, according to a method, 
the order in which they ring, They 
begin by ringing rounds — that is, 
they ring their six, eight, or twelve 
bells in straightforward order, but 
after that they never repeat them- 
selves until they arrive into rounds 
again. 

The possible number of changes 
without repetition on ding, dong, 
bell (3 bells) is only six. With four 
bells the limit extends to twenty- 
four (4x6), and with five bells, to 
one hundred and twenty (5 x 24). 
The rather staggering limit-number 
of changes on the twelve bells of 
St. Paul's is exactly 479.001,600. The 
composition of peals (a peal is reck- 
oned as five thousand changes or 
over, anything less is a section of a 
peal, the smallest called a "touch") 
is the art of arranging these changes 
into various patterns based on a fun- 
damental principle or method. 

The earliest method, which is 
still widely used in different forms, 
was Stedman's. A Cambridge 
printer, Stedman wrote the first 
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Alfred Tennyson. 

books on the technique of campan- 
ology. His "Tintinnalogiu," pub- 
lished in 1068. was dedicated to 
"The Noble Society of College 
Youths." and when he became Mas- 
ter of the Society in 1682, the Col- 
lege Youths travelled to Cambridge 
to ring there, in his honor, his 
"method" for the first time. 

The record number of changes in 
that method was conducted some 
few years ago by Mr. Langdon ot 
St. Paul's Cathedral. Mr. Langdon 
conducted the ringers at Si. Law- 
rence, Appleton, for close on twelve 
hours and a half, when they con- 
cluded a peal of Stedman Caters of 
21.363 changes, the longest length 
ever rung by one set of men. 

Heavyweight Hells 

It is sometimes asked, "How 
heavy are the bells which can be 
swung by the English method?" The 
tenor, or heavyweight of the twelve 
bells of St, Paul's (which is the 
headquarters of the College Youths 
— a society of campanologists) is 
over three ton. Though two of the 
middle-aged Youths will swing it 
apparently with as much ease as a 
muffin bell, there is, of course, a 
secret behind this casual pulling of 
three tons odd of metal. Those priv- 
ileged to climb into the handsome 
bell-chamber of St.. Paul's will prob- 
ably be asked to ring bell number 
eight, which weighs a mere twenty- 
two hundredweight. Yet pull as 
they may, there never- can sound 
the faintest note. 

Swung by Momentum 

The secret is that this great bell 
must, first be brought mouth up- 
wards to the sky. The bell-ringer 
has then only to accelerate the mo- 
mentum of its fall towards earth 
and to help swing the bell mouth 
upwards again. The bells, by the 
way, are never swung in a complete 
circle, but swing backwards and 
forwards. By a well-calculated pull, 
the College Youths check even the 
tenor as it is about to complete the 
circle, and pull it back over the 
balance to fall in the reverse direc- 
tion. 



UPPER: The big Bell of Bow, London, 
cist two years after the Great Fire of 
London. Curfew was formerly rung from 
Bow Steeple. CENTRE: The famous bells 
of St. Martins-in-the-Fields which were 
rung in 1588 to celebrate the victory over 
the Armada. LOWER: Casting a bell at 
a foundry in East London 
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Eight decades ago William 
Booth, tin' founder of the 
world - girdling Organization 
known «.s-" Tlic Salvation Army, 
began )iis work in the poverty- 
stricken East End oj London. 
The accompanying article is 
tlicrcfow timely and will in- 
terest multitudes oj readers of 
The Army's Official Organ, 
The War Cry, published in 
many languages in many lands, 
diici ' of which William Booth 
also was the founder, 

HRISTMAS was no difler- 
ent from any day of the 
year so far as the Foun- 
der and his son. General 
Bramwell Booth, were 
concerned. Every day — week-day, 
Sunday, and holiday — was looked 
upon as a precious opportunity for 
serving God and humanity. 

Christmas-time, however, was 
welcomed in a special way because 
it a/forded a still larger opportunity 
of contact with the poor, siill'ering, 
and sinning world to which these 
two great men devoted their lives. 
The Founder was fond of poetry, 
and loved to test his memory by re- 
peating to rue well-known verses 
such as "Gray's Elegy," and his 
favorite hymns, such as ''Now 1 
have found the ground wherein, 
Sure my soul's anchor may remain." 
During a tour in Denmark he 
spent two or three days with his 
daughter, Commissioner Lucy 
Booth-Hellberg, in Copenhagen. On 
his visit there happened an interest- 
ing incident which I shall never for- 
get. Seated around the dining-tablc 
were the Founder, Commissioner 
Lucy and her two daughters, and 
myself. The Founder chatted to the 
little company, telling us some of 
his early experiences. Speaking of 
recitations and the ability to re- 
member them, he looked across the 
table at the children and com- 
menced reciting that interesting 
ballad, "The Grog Sellers' Dream," 
which the readers of the "Life of 
Catherine Booth" will recollect the 
Founder recited to the guests as- 
sembled at the Reformers' meeting 
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held at the house of his friend, Mr. 
Rabbits. His reciting of this and the 
inimitable style in which it was ren- 
dered will, I am sure, never be for- 
gotten by that little company. He 
also, on this occasion, gave a vivid 
recital of the story of the immortal 
"Scrooge." 

In direct contrast to this Dickens 
character, William Booth ever car- 
ried upon his heart and mind the 
poor and needy, and Christmas time 
afforded him an opportunity of wit- 
nessing the extensive benefactions 
of the Social Work. 

Whenever he was at Home in the 



The Army 
Founder prayed 
for and with 
anybody. He 

was a tremen- 
dous believer in 
the power of 
prayer 



Left: The un- 
p r e t e n t ious 
house in Not- 
t i n g h a m in 
which he was 
born 



tleman of eighty years of age would 
have considered it extravagant to 
indulge for that distance. Hurrying 
down the lane to catch the train, 
and nipped by a biting wind, the 
grand old patriarch had to stop at 
distances between fifty and sixty 
yards in order to regain his breath, 
whilst leaning heavily upon my 
shoulders. Pitiable sometimes was 
the struggle to keep going in spite 
of physical infirmity and the weight 
of years. The call to service, how- 





Old Country on Christmas Day, the 
Founder delighted to visit The 
Army's Social Institutions. What a 
joy there must have been in his 
heart as he went from place to 
place, seeing the care-worn, half- 
starved, poverty - stricken people 
partaking of a hot Christmas din- 
ner, and who, were it not for The 
Army, would not realize the day to 
be different from any other in their 
miserable existence. Is it any won- 
der that everywhere he went he was 
heralded as the Apostle of the poor? 
The comment of the old lady was 
significant, as, ga/.ing upon his won- 
derful figure and his kindly counte- 
nance, she exclaimed, "Ah! he's 
been a sweet William to me and my 
old man!" 

On the morning I have in mind, 
little did these men, enjoying their 
Christmas dinners, realize the strain 
imposed upon their benefactor, and 
what was involved in his journey to 
town. There were not in those days 
any cab or motor transport in the 
little village of Hadley Wood; and 
had there been a conveyance to take 
him to the station, the dear old gen- 



ever, far exceeded in strength his 
frail body, and so he went forth to 
impart Christmas cheer and bless- 
ing to the poor and outcast, to 
whom he devoted his life, and for 
whom he had provided a place of 
refuge, 

Such time as there was available, 
apart from these visits, during the 
Christmas holidays, was not occu- 
pied with the ordinary festivities of 
an English home. Business had to 
be attended to. Letters must be 
written, and addresses prepared, as 
well as articles and messages of 
every description for newspapers 
and Salvation Army periodicals, the 
demands of which were increased 
because of the Festive occasion. 

In the Founder's Study 

I recall how the Founder was 
once persuaded to have a sort of 
party for the benefit of his grand- 
children, for whom he reluctantly 
spared an hour or two of his prec- 
ious time. Commissioner and Mrs. 
Booth-Tucker, with one or two of 
their children, and Mrs. Booth, and 
General Bramwell, with Mrs. Booth 
and their family, were gathered to- 
gether in the Founder's study. What 
a party that was! There were no 
musical chairs, no Christmas crack- 
ers or bumper packages, but the 
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singing of well-known Army chor- 
uses, and testimonies from the 
grandchildren. 

There might be free and happy 
conversation between the items, but 
all the while the old gentleman was 
itching to get back to work. During 
one of the items, as I sat in my 
office, this inveterate toiler sudden- 
ly emerged from the study and said, 
"Smith, I wish these people would 
clear out, and let us get on with our 
work!" 

The Pounder was a Soldier of the 
High Barnet Corps, and he used to 
enjoy the visits of his Commanding 
Officer, who invariably had to pray 
with his Leader in the same way as 
he would do any other Soldier. He 
would aiso pay his Cartridge regu- 
larly and, upon his decease, I be- 
lieve, deposited a small sum, the 
interest of which provides his Carl- 
ridge at the Corps for all time. 

But another touch with the Corps 
came at Christmas time, when the 
Soldiers came every year without 
fail to sing carols on one of the eve- 
nings during the week before 
Christmas, when they knew the 
General would be at home. He 




would come to the door in his long 
dressing-gown to listen to and to 
thank them not only by word of 
mouth, but with a substantial dona- 
tion. Then again, before he rose on 
Christmas morning, the grandchil- 
dren from the "Homestead" across 
the way always made it their busi- 
ness to come over, stand outside the 
bedroom door and serenade their 
grandfather. None of them would go 
without some reward for their 
thought of him. 

General Bramwell Booth was like 
his illustrious father in respect to 
Christmas celebrations. His concern 
for his work far exceeded his desire 
for the usual festivities. The latter 
had to take second place in his life. 
Frequently he would accompany the 
Founder on his tour of the Institu- 




He showed Bramwell, his eldest son, the 

haunts of sin and woe — to give him a 

vision of the evils wrought therein 

Eve, after which we retired to the 
Maharajah's Guest House, where 
the General and his Staff were be- 
ing entertained. It was a palatial 




From mi old urint 
Eighty years ago William Booth began his work in the East of London 
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young man, he hated, with intense 
atred, to see misery and poverty 



tions, and after his father's decease 
he made it his business to see for 
himself that the poor and the needy 
were being properly cared for. 

In ail my travels, only one or two 
Christmases have been spent in 
other lands. The most interesting of 
these was during our tour in India 
in 1924. It was the first occasion 
that I had spent Christmas with the 
thermometer at 112 degrees in the 
shade. We had some remarkable 
meetings in Travancore, attended by 
as many as ten thousand people in 
the open-air. These meetings con- 
cluded with the dusk of Christmas 



residence, and everything we could 
desire was placed at our disposal. 
This, in itself, was a great compli- 
ment to The Salvation Army and its 
Leader, and the more remarkable 
when we remember that the Mahar- 
ajah himself was, of course, a Hin- 
du. In this residence was a well- 
equipped recreation room. Our work 
for the day being done and having 
got the General "tucked away" for 
the night, some relaxation was 
sought by the party in physical 
exercises. 
We were suddenly interrupted by 
(Continued on page 22) 
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OHIO tluin ;i few of the 
stories niiiH'd from flu.' 
t ivn.-aire-depths <if Salva- 
tion A r in y experience 
have running through them tin' sil- 
ver vein of romance; and every once 
in a while a freshly dug gem is 
iji'iiiitiht to the light which endorses 
anew the time-honored iidnt^u that 
"truth is stranger than fiction." 

Tin- following episode, though 
perhaps not having the thrill of ad- 
venture pertaining to conquests in 
far-oil' holds, or the snatching of 
victory from forlorn hopes, yet may, 
perhaps, .serve to show the gentler 
side of life within the Organization, 
and rnay lit- acceptable as being 
somewhat off the heaten path. 

Koger Mortimer lived in a thriv- 
ing town situated on that coast of 
Canada which the sun kisses a last 
lingering good-bye, ere' awakening 
the dwellers in the neighboring 
Orient. Ho was a carpenter by trade, 
a bachelor by choke, and a Salva- 
tionist by conviction. He was close 
on the meridian of life, and having 
worked hard with very few days of 
unemployment in the past twenty 
years, was fairly comfortably oil. 



At "The Haven," a large, well- 
managed boarding - house, where 
Mortimer spent all of his sleeping 
hours, but few of his waking ones — 
for he was a busy man, his fellow- 
boarders, in their less serious mo- 
ments, look it upon themselves to 
tease him about his obvious shyness 
in matters concerning the opposite 
sex. lie was, they averred, aston- 
ishingly slow to take advantage of 
the many gilt-edged opportunities 
which had presented themselves to 
him, and ''if he did not hurry up" 
the matrimonial ship would sail out 
of harbor, over seas of connubial 
bliss, minus one perfectly eligible 
passenger. 

One Too Many For His Critics 

All of which Mortimer took in 
good part. He thought that he knew 
ids own mind on the subject, and 
was in no great haste; moreover, he 
was just one of those men who take 
a quiet delight in keeping other 
folk guessing. He was a prime 
favorite at the boarding-house and 
his line, straightforward, manly re- 
ligion appealed to the other guests 
greatly. It had not always been so, 



for when he first look up his resi- 
dence there, many petty snubs wore 
given him because of his strict ad- 
herence to Salvation Army princi- 
ples, but Mortimer proved by his 
winning ways and open disposition, 
one too many for his critics. 

Comrade Mortimer's evenings 
were spent mostly at the local 
Corps. He was an enthusiastic 
worker in more than one depart- 
ment, and like a true Soldier of the 



fC-N 



Onue lira Hiinm 

/N Clirist now meet both 
East mid West, 
In Him meet South and 
North, 
All Christly souls are. one in 
Him 
Througliout the whole wide 
earth. 

John Oxenham. 
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Cross, if one thing delighted him 
more than indoor fighting, it was 
outdoor. The stripes of his neat uni- 
form proclaimed that he field the 
rank of a Local Officer, and it went 
without saying that he was looked 
up to with the utmost respect by all 
with whom he had dealings of any 
kind. 

There was one particular branch 
of Army work to which he gave 
much time and attention, and that 
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was the booming of The Army pub- 
lications. In fact, so much had the 
Corps Officer, Captain Brisk, been 
impressed by his diligence in this 
direction, that he had made him 
Publication Sergeant, a post which 
was filled and the duties of which 
were carried out with no mean or- 



EAST: An artist busies himself with 
palette and brush in a Maritime Province 
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ganizing skill and ability. Tlu; Ser- 
geant had under his care a brigade 
of youthful workers whose encour- 
agement came from the fact that 
none were more keen and energetic 
than the leader. Captain Brisk had 
often made the remark that in 
shouldering the responsibility of the 
publications, the Sergeant had taken 
a tremendous load oil' his mind. 
Not only was Sergeant Mortimer 




Famous statue at Orillia Ont., of Samuel 

de Champlain, French explorer and 

discoverer of the Great Lakes 



a wide-awake boomer of The War 
Cry, but he was (unlike some we 
know) a studious reader of it. He 
did not believe in selling a single 
copy without first having thorough- 
ly digested its contents. "Lot your 
customers know that you know 
what's inside the paper," was a bit 
of counsel he not infrequently gave 
to his co-workers. 



'Si? 



Thus it came to pass our evening, 
after supper, the Sergeant could 
have been found in his room at "The 
Haven" engrossed in Ins perusal of 
the latest War Cry. "A bright num- 
ber, full of good news," was his 
menial comment, as he closed the 
paper to lay it down on the table. 
As he did so his eye caught a small 
poem, snugly occupying a corner of 
the cover, lie scanned it briefly, but 
there was something about the 
wording of the verses which caused 
him to read them again carefully. 

At his work next, day he thought 
again of the same poem, a few lines 
of which had embedded themselves 
in his memory. Ho had made up bis 
mind that he would quote them in 
giving his testimony in the open-air 
meeting that night. And he did — 
quite effectively. 

At home, after the meeting, he 
picked up The War Cry and again 
studied the poem closely. This time 
he noticed the signature of the 
authoress — for if was a lady — and 
the Corps to which she was at- 
tached. She lived in a Maritime 
town situated at. the other end of 
the broad Dominion. A mysterious 
"something" within him prompted 
Mortimer to write and thank the 
writer for the inspiration which 
her poem had been to him — and this 
he did without undue delay. 

A week or more passed, and per- 
haps a little to his surprise a reply 
came to Mortimer's letter. It was a 
courteous note, and written in a 
neat hand. A request was attached, 
asking if the Sergeant would care 
to exchange War Crys — the Cana- 
dian for the Eastern United States 
edition, which she also regularly 
received, including Christmas Num- 
bers. Would he? Well — somehow 
Mortimer's heart beat a trifle faster 
— he did not know why. Of course 
he would. 

How do these things happen'.' 
Quite naturally some folk say, and 
yet Mortimer stoutly avers that the 
hand of the Lord was in it all. The 
months rolled away, and in the 
meanwhile the lassie on the East 
coast, and the man on the West 





WEST: A picturesque sunset scene 
where on the Pacific Coast 



coast had developed a close corre- 
spondence with each other. So much 
that their photographs had been ex- 
changed in addition to The War 
Crys. 

Well, our story, the facts of which, 
by the way, we 'heard one day quite 
by accident, and from an unex- 
pected source, is at an end. Not 
quite, however, for it must, be re- 
corded that at a certain Army Corps 
on the Pacific Coast a Christmas 
wedding was celebrated, and Ser- 
geant Roger Mortimer and his 
bride were most popular principals. 
We leave our readers to Till in the 
rest from their imagination, and 
only stop to point out that the oft- 
quoted lines: 

East is East, and Wast is West, 
And ne'er the twuiii sliall meet. 
did not apply at least in this par- 
ticular case — and what is a mat- 
ter of a few thousand miles? 
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The Book that binds true hearts together ?■ 
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IT WAS ONE GRAND DAY 



And at Its Close Singing Hearts Gave Joyous Thanks To 
the Giver of All Good Gifts 



RRR! What a day! The 
wind almost tore the 
paper out of my hands. 
No mail to-day. Just 
this circular or pamphlets of some 
sort." Bruce McKcndrick swiftly di- 
vested himself of coat and muffler, 
and washed chilly lingers under the 
hot-water tap. "Supper ready, dear? 
I could eat a horse!" 

Madge McKcndrick giggled girl- 
ishly as she replied: "Your supper 
had but two legs, and the crust is 
just done; so lot's get going." Bruce 
needed no second bidding, and in a 
few moments he was getting on the 
outside of a big helping of such 
chicken pot-pie as only his Madge 
could make. When the edge had 
worn off his appetite — induced by a 
lung cutter-ride to a distant part 
of the township — he took time to 
look across at his wife. The color 
came and went in Madge's cheeks 
as she looked back at the man who 
had ever been her best-beloved, and 
caught the admiration in his hazel 
eyes. "If anyone can make a better 
pot-pie than that, let 'em lead me 



to it, and I'll eat another plateful; 
though dear knows where I'd put 
it." And Bruce drank the last of his 
tea and sat back, replete. 

"I'll give you a hand with the 
dishes, Madge. Joe is finishing the 
chores to-night." The evening por- 
tion of "Daily Light" was read by 
Bruce, and Madge offered a prayer 
of utmost gratitude for manifold 
blessings', then the table was clear- 
ed, sundry tasty morsels put on their 
own plates for the family pets, Tip, 
Toss and Trixie — a diminutive Bos- 
ton terrier, a fat and frisky collie, 
and a sedate, white-breasted black 
cat that could keep both large and 
small dogs in their place, should 
need arise. 

Washing-up was a brief affair 
since the gleaming blue, white, and 
sunny-yellow kitchen boasted all 
modern conveniences; and then 
Bruce led the way to the big, cosily- 
furnished living-room, where a 
glowing log firo was a welcome con- 
trast to the storm that raged out- 
side. 

Madge seated herself, with her 
knitting-bag, on one side of the fire- 
place, and Bruce settled his long 




length in the wing chair. Handing 
the manilla envelope to his wife, 
he watched her open it with 
woman's all-purpose tool — a hair- 
pin! — then two pair of eyes widened 
in amazement as there fell out into 
Madge's lap, not pamphlets, but 
ration books! Five of them! 

"Madge!" "Bruce!" "What on 
earth?" The cry was simultaneous. 
Picking up one booklet Bruce read 
the name: Theodore H. Larkin. An- 
other, Robert G. Marsh; whilst a 
third was Sandra Edmison. Madge's 
first book belonged to E. Harold 
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Saunders, whilst the second read 
Donald B. McKendrick. 

For once her woman's wits de- 
serted her, and it was Bruce who 
reached over 1 and shook out the 
sheet of paper that bore the familiar 
handwriting of their only child, 
Lieutenant Donald Bruce McKen- 
drick, R.C.A. 

Placing his hassock on which his 
feet had rested beside Madge's chair, 
Bruce read aloud: 

"Dearest Both of You. — This will 
likely give you the surprise of your 
lives. Arrived back in Canada this 
morning on thirty days' leave. My 
buddies, Bob, Hal, and Ted, and 
Sandra, are coming with me for 
Christmas. I'm sure you won't mind, 
as they are all entirely "on their 
own." The boys, you already know 
about. Sandra is the nursing sister 
I wrote of when in hospital. Some 
day I hope she will be much more 
than a friend. 

"Ted is likely to need her help a 
bit as his left leg is in a cast, and 
his right arm still a bit weak from 
injuries. The rest of us are hale and 
hearty, and we will give a helping 
hand in every way we can. 

"The ration books are so that you 
can get butter and sugar for the 
gang of us. Get Joe to cut a whop- 
ping big tree, and we will put on 
the trimmings when we come! 

"Oh, Dad! Mother! to think that 
in four or five days more I'll be 
home again! My heart is pretty full, 
and there's a terrific din all round 
me. We're all so excited we scarce 
know what we are doing! Will wire 
our arrival, but imagine it will be 
on the 3.48 on Tuesday. God bless 
you both! All my love. Don." 

Madge rose from her chair and 
softly slipped to her knees beside it. 
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ONLY ONCE 

I SHALL not pass this way 
again, 
But, far beyond earth's Where 
and When, 
May i look back along the road 
Where on both sides flood seed I 
sowed. 

I shall not pass this way again; 
Grant me to soothe the hearts of 

men, 
Faithful to friends, true to my 

God, 
A fragrance on the pnth 1 trod. 

A. 



Bruce did likewise, and for a few 
moments they knelt in silent, rev- 
erent thankfulness before a loving 
Heavenly Father. 

"We must 'phone Joe and Kathy! 
How surprised and glad they will 
be." And Bruce took up the tele- 
phone and spoke to his hired man 
who lived in a pretty bungalow on 
the other side of the driveway, and 
who had for many years been a 
faithful friend and companion to 
himself; whilst his wife, Kathy, had 
been no less to Madge. 

Laughing, he turned to say: "Joe 
says we'd all better get to bed right 
away for we'll need to get "a move 
on" if we're having not one, but 
five heroes with us for Christmas!" 

"I think that's excellent advice," 
said Madge, "for my legs are quite 
wobbly, and my heart is dancing the 
Hie'land fling!" 

For a brief while they sat on the 
chesterfield and made plans. It 
might be nicer for the boys all to 
be in one room. There were already 
two beds in the big guest-room, and 
it would easily hold two more. Ted 
could have the newest bed because 
the deep, box mattress would be 
firm and comfortable for his leg. 
Sandra could have the smaller 
guest-room; and with Don's bed in 
the big room, any extra baggage 
could be stored in his room. 

It was so nice not to have to 
worry about ways and means! 
Bruce had inherited the fine old 
home of his namesake uncle, who 
had brought him up after both 
parents were killed in an accident. 

"Thank God!" The words came 
from the depth of Bruce McKen- 
drick's heart! 

A city-bred lad, Bruce had taken 
to farming as one "to the manner 
born." Don, too, was a born far- 
mer, and Madge could not imagine 
life anywhere than on a farm, So 
between them they had developed 
the stock and land and added im- 
provements to the house, until they 
were probably the most well-to-do 
family in the township. 

Nor had they left God out of their 
lives. Members of the Anglican de- 
nomination, they were ardent work- 
ers in the church, and a tower of 
strength to their loved rector. Don 
had been more like many modern 
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young folk, attending chureh and 
Sunday-school had been a pleasant 
duty, since all his friends went to 
church, but there had not been the 
personal clement for him. His par- 
ents had grieved a bit, but he was 
still young, so they said little and 
prayed much, and let it go at that. 
But when Don wrote — from Italy — 
that he had been to a Salvation 
Army meeting in a Hut, and had 
there given His heart and life into 
the care and keeping of God, they 
were overjoyed. 

One thing bothered them a bit. 
Would Don want to attend the old 
church, or would he go to The Army 
if, and when, he returned? They 
spoke of this now but decided to 
say nothing. Don was of age, and 
must make his own decisions. He 
was saved — that was what mattered. 

Christmas Sunday morning found 
a happy group seated around the 
breakfast table at Sunny Acres. 

Everyone was ready to attend the 
church of his or her choice. Sandra 
was (to the secret joy of Bruce and 
Madge) an Anglican; Ted, a Baptist; 
Bob, Presbyterian; and Hal, United. 

"An inter-denominational gather- 
ing," said Ted! After their guests 
had named their choice, Bruce had 
said: "And you, Don?" And Bruce 
had answered: "With you and 
mother, of course!" And Bruce and 



his wife had realized that their cup 

of joy was full indeed! 

* * * 

Ted kept the household in gales 
of laughter with his nonsense! So 
thoroughly glad to be alive, his 
"game leg" seemingly troubled him 
not at all, except in so far as it af- 
fected others, who had to wait on 
him. 

Settled snugly in bed on the night 
of their arrival Ted had sniffed de- 
lightedly at the fragrance of the 
bed-clothes, and convulsed them all 
by exclaiming, with a whistle: 
"What makes your sheets so much 
whiter than mine, Mrs. McKen- 
drick?" 

* * * 

It goes without saying that there 
never was sucli a Christmas as was 
spent at Sunny Acres. 

Bob, Hal, and Ted found excuses 
to slip away at an hour that was 
for them still early evening, "be- 
cause," said Ted, "by the look in 
Don's eye he wants to ask Sandra 
a very important question." "Let's 
hope she says 'Yes!' "I say amen to 
that," said Bob; "and so do I," Hal 
joined in, 

* * * 

In tile Quarters in town the Corps 
Officer and his wife were gazing 
with glowing eyes at a slip of paper 
(Co?iti?iued on page 23) 
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By Henry R Milans, O.F. 



ove Divine, All 
Loves Excelling 

Mothered in Obscurity, God's Soil Came to 
Earth to Enfold Again His Wayward Children 




N one of our vast mod- 
ern cathedrals, a few 
years ago, I hud an 
unusual opportunity to 
look from a very ad- 
vantageous position 
upon one of the most 
colorful Christinas spectacles I have 
ever seen pass in review. The pro- 
cession was led by the erucifer and 
a choir of forty choristers, robed in 
white and singing, it seemed to mc, 
as only the angels could sing: 

Oh, come, let ws adore Him.' 

There followed eight clergymen 
of varying degrees and brilliance of 
vestments; and lastly, alone, in 
crowning mitre and gorgeous rob- 
ings, walked the exalted prelate. 

As the picturesque spectacle 
reached the chancel surrounding 




the imposing white marble altar 
that rose majestically to the peak 
of the nave, the great organ and 
the singers joined in one long, 
grand paean of exaltation that 
seemed to fairly shake the vast 
temple: 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

As the echoes died away, the im- 
mense concourse of people became 
hushed in reverent awe, as if lifted 
up into the very presence of the 
great God of Heaven and earth. It 
created a wonderful and awesome 
feeling. 

A brilliant spectacle of man's 
conception of worship though it 
was, one could not silence the re- 
sponse in one's heart: "The Lord is 
in His holy temple; let all the earth 
keep silence before Him." 

Now, as I think again of Christ- 
mas, the memory of that cathedral 
experience has given birth to this 
other thought; why did not God 
come to earth in the person of Jesus 
Christ in a blaze of celestial glory 
befitting the omnipotent Creator of 
the world and all that in it is? At 
His command the Heavens would 
have rolled back to reveal Him on 
His throne, surrounded by Heaven- 
ly hosts that no man could number 
and accompanied by legions of 
trumpeters and a Heavenly choir to 
sing as no other voices could pos- 
sibly sing: 

Alleluia! The Lord God omnipo- 
tent reigneth! 

And all the peoples of all the 
earth, both small and great, would 
have stood in awe at the coming of 
the Lord. 

God could have appeared in some 
such way, with a grandeur and a 
majesty that imagination cannot 
conceive, couldn't He? 

But He didn't come in such glory. 
Why? Because He loved all man- 



PAGE EIGHTEEN 



kind and wanted our love, not our 
fear, I think. 

In those days the people knew 
only slavery and tyranny. They 
hated their rulers. "Obey or 
perish," was the law. They were 
accustomed to the blare of trum- 
pets that always heralded the com- 
ing of a king. Soldiers and satel- 
lites in brilliant array surrounded 
and acclaimed them. The common 
people were expected to fall to the 
ground in abject obeisance, though 
they despised the king and all his 
horde. To them all kings were 
tyrants. 

Also, the common people knew 
that no one had ever seen God's 
face; that mortal Man could not 
look upon it. To them He was a God 



THE ROAD TO 
BETHLEHEM 

fOW far is it to Beth- 
lehem town? 
Not very far — 
It's anywhere that Christ 

comes down . . . 
The road to Bethlehem 

runs right through 
The homes of folks like me 
and you. 

fi 

of wrath; the earth trembled when 
He spoke. In His anger He had once 
sent a deluge to destroy Man and 
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BORN IN A LONELY MANGER 



every living thing. Moreover, God 
had delivered the Children of Is- 
rael into captivity, because of their 
evil doings, and had scattered the 
chosen people to the four corners 
of the earth to suffer persecution. 
To them, their God was a consum- 
ing fire! 

Had He come as a King, though 
they had been assured that He was 
a God of love, the people, in con- 
scious guilt, would have seen in 
Him only a God of judgment. 
Franctically they would have sent 
up the cry for the rocks and the 
mountains to fall and hide them 
from His terrible anger and wrath. 

Guilt, and the grandeur of His 
appearing, would only have driven 
them from Him. A God who dis- 
played such might and power, who 
could thus command the heavens 
and the angel hosts to proclaim His 
coming, surely would not be a win- 
some Heavenly Father, seeking only 
to woo a lost people to Him in love. 

To them, such an advent could 
mean only the end of Man, not the 
beginning of an age of mercy and 
grace. 

Therefore, it was just like God, I 
think, to forego the glory and 
splendor that were rightfully His 
and come to earth unheralded, ex- 
cept through spiritual eyes, in the 
person of the lovely and lovable 
Babe of Bethlehem, born of a vir- 



gin, and mothered in obscurity. It 
was the omnipotent God humbling 
Himself that He might enfold again 
His wandering and wayward chil- 
dren. It was truly love divine all 
loves excelling! 

When we view God's advent in 
this light, surely we can better un- 
derstand the Scripture: "I have 
loved thee with an everlasting 
love." 

It is all too much for our com- 



IF EVER a man 
had cause to give 
thanks to God 
for raising him 
from the gutter 
of sin and degra- 
dation, it is Hen- 
ry Fred Milans, 
author of the ac- 
companying ar- 
ticle. A former 
editor of the New 
York Sun, this 
veteran Journal- 
ist became an 
habitual drunk- 
ard and was 
given up by phy- 
sicians of the 
hospital to which 
he was sent for 
treatment. Later 
he was marvel- 
lously converted 
in one of The 
Army's "boozers' 
campaigns," and 
since has wielded 
his powerful pen 
in winning his 
fellow men for 
Christ 



prehension, of course, that the In- 
finite would so humble Himself — 
except that there is none other like 
our God in love and compassion. 
We rejected Him, yet He would not 
give us up. He ascended into 
Heaven, but He sent the Holy 
Spirit to be our guide and inspira- 
tion and comfort until He has won 
the world and comes again in all 
His glory to rule by love in the new 
Kingdom. 
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THE WISE IN AND THEIR GIFTS 

When they saw the star, they 
rejoiced with exceeding great joy. 
And when they were come into the 
house, they saw the young child 
with Mary His mother, and fell 
down, and worshipped Him: and 
when they had opened their treas- 
ures, they presented unto Him 
gifts; sold, fraiikiiiecn.se, and myrrh. 
And being warned of God in a 
dream that they should not return 
to Herod, they departed into their 
own country another way. 

Matthew 
2:10-12. 




"A gift is as a precious stone 
it: whithersoever it turneth, 

The (treat Emerson., whose learned 
words' soared Alpine heights and 
swept the unmincd depths of earth, 
died in (he same year that The 
Salration Army in Canada was 
lh,rn—lSS2. 

Otherwise, one might think when. 
mudiiH) iiis niuxterly essay on 
"Gifts''' (with its oft-quoted key- 
thought: "The onh) .gift is a portion 
of thyself") that Emerson had 
heard of. . . . 

tS^^Sjf'HE patient sank back 
slowly into the pile 
of pillows that sup- 
ported her. The 
"thing" was done, 
and so was her 
strength. But the 
"thing" lay neatly, 
beautifully finished 
on the tray before 
her, and the fingers 
of one hand rested casually upon it, 
and that was all that mattered. The 
tired eyelids fell across the strained 
eyes, and the hush of exhaustion 
settled about the sleeping woman. 

The light in the room went out 
suddenly. A girl's hand had reached 
around the door-post and clicked 
i he switch. Then the same hand felt 
carefully, in the dark, for the tray, 
and swiftly and silently lifted it 
from its place, the precious "thing" 
still up° n it. 

Tediously -pleasant Hours 
Now it was exposed to the light, 
this ''thing'' around which the pa- 
tient's fingers had curved for long, 
tediously-pleasant hours; the "thing" 
which had etched a gleam of satis- 
faction in the fading eye, then mel- 
lowed it in drowsiness, and finally, 
shuttered it to sleep. 

There it lay, an ordinary, wood- 
en coat-hanger, sheathed in a wool- 
len coat whose stitches were the 
measure of the maker's love; a knit- 
ted covering whose scale of measure 
was one inch of knitting to an in- 
finity of affection. That is, of course, 
if you can measure love and pain 
unci fortitude with a slide rule or 
calipers! 

You see, Mrs. Slader had been 
bedridden for a dozen years. She 
had been pinned to her bed all the 
while her baby had grown to lovely 
girlhood. Mrs. Slader had never 
known the unspeakable ecstasy of 



in the eyes of him that hath 

it pr'OSpereth.— Proverbs 17:8. 

romping on green grass with the 
bonny child that was her own flesh 
and hopes. She had wept on a white 
pillow, while her daughter, in a 
white dress, had gone to school for 
Ihe first time — alone! 

And now the erstwhile baby was 
a developing thing of beauty whose 
mind was scudding the planes of 
Euclid and arcing the hills of Al- 
gebra; a mind that thought now in 
two languages other than her own; 
a mind that raced through the cor- 
ridors of literature and emerged in 
other times awe-struck and quick- 
ened. One moment Beth was Portia, 
pleading at the bar; the next, she 
was mistily racing after Scrooge's 
infamous ghost. And Mrs. Slader 
could only "watch" her grow. 

Now this daughter looked at the 
"thing" and cried a little. But not 
much, for Mrs. Slader was a brave 
woman, and she wouldn't have liked 
to see her daughter cry. Beth knew 
just what to do with the "thing." 
Mother had given complete instruc- 
tions, for that was Mother's way. 
Those twelve years hadn't broken 
an invincible spirit! 

Even the neighbors wouldn't be- 
lieve it, the things that the invalid 
Mrs. Slader did. Baking in bed! 
"Ridiculous" said Mrs. Tomarsen, 
"absolutely ridiculous!" Others said 
still more unkindly things; but old 
Bill Bowett who kept the grocery 
store had more than accounts and 
inventories in his head. "Ah, man, 
she's a brave body. That's what I 
call courage!" he said, with a wise 
wag of his old head. 

It was true! Every other day or 
so a big tray would be laid across 
the patient's knees, and with the 
skill of years in the mixing, the in- 
gredients would be dashed in, to 
emerge later as crisp biscuits or 
light-as-a-feather cake. Why, bless 
you, she'd even mixed her own 
Christmas cake! 

Into the Snowy Night 

And now Beth was going to do 
exactly as her mother had instruct- 
ed. Carefully the "thing" was wrap- 
ped in clean tissue paper, then 
clasping it tightly, Beth, warmly 
wrapped against the cold, slipped 
out in the snowy night. 

It was Christmas Eve! 

With speed and sureness Beth ran 
over the snow-covered pavement, 
her overshoes crunching the new- 
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fallen snow into girlish footprints, 
ran until she came to the lill.li: Sal- 
vation Army Hall, at the back of 
which lights were coruscating 
through frost-covered panes. 

A knock- . . . another knock. 

The door opened, the precious 
''thing" was handed, or rather, 
thrust; upon the girl Lieutenant: 
who appeared. 

"Mother sent it, Lieutenant," said 
the girl, "it's not much, a trifle . . . 
but she said she must finish it to- 
night; said you'd be sure to know of 
someone who wouldn't have a 
Christmas present." 

* « « 

Christmas Eve was about to 
merge into Christmas Day as the 
Lieutenant hurried through the 
silent streets. The quiet was such 
that the town might have been tak- 
ing a long, deep breath preparatory 
to breaking into a mighty shout of 
joy as the bells marked the mid- 
night hour. 

The Silence of Sorrow 

Behind the messenger now were 
the imposing houses with their 
lighted Christmas trees shining on 
the snow-covered lawns. Here was 
squalor, and oh, such squalor. Here, 
the houses leaned crazily at odd 
angles, and the painter's brush was 
unknown, though perhaps not tin- 
dreamt of. This was the case- 
worker's paradise, the sociologist's 
Exhibit A. This was the Forgotten 
Zone of which the pundits and 
savants wrote enough, but for 



which few did 
anything. Here, it 
was the silence of 
sorrow, with no 
promise whatever 
of a joyful shout. 

Mystery in Misery 
Street 

Now there was 
drama in dark- 
ness, sweet mys- 
tery in Misery 
Street. The Lieu- 
tenant, a 1 m o s I. 
lost in the shad- 
ows, sidled to the 
door of one of 
t h e p o o r e s t 
houses. Through 
the letter - box 
was dropped the 
precious ••thing'' 
now wearing gay 
Christmas wrap- 
pings. 

* * * 

Oh, sweet song 
of Bethlehem an- 
gels! How sweet 
must have been 
your music! Hott' 
sweet the feeble 



Lighted Christ- 
mas trees shin- 
ing an snow- 
covered lawns 
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echo from, a hovel in 
Misery Street! Oh. look 
of heavenly happiness 
upon the face ot ador- 
ing shepherds! How 
radiant the reflection 
upon a forgotten wid- 
ow's face in the Forgot- 
ten. Zona of the Ontario 
town! Oh, precious 
gifts of the Wise Men; 
such rai'ity and cost- 
liness in gold, and 
f r a n k i n s e n s e and 
myrrh. How rare and 



cosily Hie gift — tlie only gift — ilu: 
■widow held lovingly in her hand; 
a coat-hanger witli a knitted cover 
— o present "From a jriend." 
* * 

Mrs. Slader spent her thirteenth 
— and last— Christinas Day upon her 
pillows, and some of her friends 
may recognize her in this little nar- 
rative. The widow spent a Christ- 
mas Day lost in wonder that some- 
body should remember her . . . she 
who lived in Misery Street. 

Emerson had spoken truly. "'The 
only gift is a portion of thyself." 
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WITHIN a whitlow near 
the white road's turning 
Three Christmas, candles 
shine, and from their 
glow 
Small fUn.'ie-pomtecl path- 
ways are burning 
Across the fluffy pureness 
of the snow. 



Heaven's Best Gift came to earth in the form of a 
helpless little Child 
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7 let my tlioughts go tip-toe 
up their brightness 
Until they share: the joy 
that lives inside, 
That laughs in tinselled trees 
with merry lightness 
And sings in hearts where 
Christ and love abide. 
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E MAY ALL DO 
• LASTING GOOD 



By Major John Fitton 

(A C.in.idi.in Missionary Officer serving in India) 



LIFE never presents a difficulty 
without, at the s;ime time, pre- 
senting an opportunity. In fact, 
hidden away in the difficulty, there 
often lies the opportunity. History 
supports this fact. Men and women 
at "Wits' End Corner" have, through 
their determination not to be beat- 
en, given to the world something of 
lasting benefit to mankind. 

Vision is required. Unless we can 
.see beyond the present moment, 
with its particular difficulty or 
problem, there will be experienced 
a sense of frustration and weari- 
ness. Many, all too many, seem con- 
tent to take the line of least resist- 
ance; then wonder why others 
should seem to succeed in life. Here 
and there are men and women tack- 



ling a difficulty whilst the crowd 
passes by. 

As with people, so with places. 
Some possess great possibilities; 
others seem to have lost a place in 
the daily turn of life. We often think 
of a place by its reputation, either 
for good or bad. Each place has its 
distinctive character created by its 
people. 

Nazareth was a small village and 
little known. Its name was associ- 
ated with the type of people existing 
there; not too good! One day, in 
fact, overnight, this place came into 
brilliant prominence because a Babe 
was born in Bethlehem. Jesus with 
His parents, lived in that almost 
forgotten village; but the world was 
not long before it realized the great 
possibilities in that once unknown 



CHRISTMAS WITH WILLIAM BOOTH 



(Continued 
the singing of carols out in the 
beautiful grounds, and peering 
through the window we saw a group 
of European Officers, who had come 
to serenade their .General. There 
was nothing for it but to explain to 
these dear comrades that the Gen- 
eral had retired to rest and to thank 
them for their kindly thought. 

Far from home and loved ones at 
this Festive season, we drowned 
our homesickness by entertaining 
ourselves at the Maharajah's ex- 
pense. We were under the happy 
delusion that the General was fast 
asleep and had nc knowledge of 
what we were doing. When, how- 
ever, conversing with him in his 
office in London one day, two years 
later, something was said about our 
visit to the Maharajah's palace, and 
the General suddenly turned upon 
me and said, "By the by, you didn't 
know that I saw you fellows thor- 
oughly enjoying yourselves in that 
recreation room on Christmas Eve!" 
I was amazed, and gave an exclama- 
tion of surprise, and he said, "Yes, 
being unable to sleep, I rang the 
bell for you, but got no reply! Upon 
coming out to find you, I peered 
through the glass window of the 
recreation room. Seeing what was 
going on, I thought it better to go 
back to bed without breaking in on 
your Christmas festivities!" 

Perhaps no Christmas was more 
eagerly anticipated than that which 
concluded a lengthy campaign led 
by General Bramwell Booth in the 
Far East in 192G. Imagine something 
of the excitement. The enquiries as 



from page 11) 

to whether the Ship would arrive in 
time at Marseilles — could we get a 
through train to Calais — would we 
arrive according to schedule on 
Christmas morning? Hour by hour, 
and from point to point, we com- 
pared our progress and the clock. 
We pictured something of the eager- 
ness of those at home who were ex- 
pecting our arrival on Christmas 
Day. Fate, however, dogged our 
progress, and a railway breakdown 
en route across the Continent caused 
a delay. 

Even yet, would we do it? Could 
we make up time? No! We missed 
the Channel boat to Folkestone, 
where Mrs. Bramwell Booth, Mrs. 
Lieut.-Colonel Bernard Booth and 
my dear wife were eagerly waiting 
to receive us. Undeterred, however, 
we got another boat which took us 
to Dover, and a telegraphed mes- 
sage enabled our loved ones to rush 
to that port to meet us there. The 
Boat Train from Dover to London 
got us home just within the close 
of Christmas Day, where we were 
greeted by the children on the tip- 
toe of expectation and excitement 
awaiting the unpacking of cases and 
the presentation of gifts from the 
Far East. 




place. Seemingly an ordinary boy 
in an ordinary family, in an ordin- 
ary village, yet, because He under- 
took the greatest difficulty that ever 
faced mankind, the very streets 
and lanes of His home-town became 
honored by the Divine feet that 
often walked there. 

Comparatively speaking, we each 
hold within our Divinely created 
being the germ of doing something 
of lasting good to others. Vision is 
needed. Vision to see ourselves not 
as others see us, but as God sees us. 
Accepting each problem, each diffi- 
culty, and each challange as an op- 
portunity of bringing out the best 
that is in us. 

Working partners. The great 
thought that God is a Working 
Partner with us in all we do, 
should inspire and encourage us. 
The secret of all lasting good done 
in this world lies in the willing 
response to His Word. 

Men can, and have, achieved 
much in the very limited vision of 
worldly ambition, but only those 
men who have put worldly ambi- 
tion in the background have the 
right vision which takes in its sweep 
the full and grand plan of mutual 
help and benefit to others. 

Men like Moody, Barnardo, Liv- 
ingstone, Wesley, William Booth; 
these have each become the chan- 
nel of blessing to the multitudes of 
men and women in this world of 
great possibilities. 

We saw in the world war the 
vast possibilities of destruction in 
life and property, and human mis- 
ery and suffering; therefore, as 
against all this there exists the tre- 
mendous possibility of life, and life 
more abundantly through Jesus 
Christ of that little once unknown 
village of Nazareth. 



Let this mind be in you, which 
was also in, Christ Jesus: Who, be- 
ing in the form of God, thought it 
not robbery to be equal -with God; 
But made Himself of no reputation, 
and took upon Him the form of a 
servant, and was made in the like- 
ness of men.— Phil. 2:5, 7. 
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V^' 11 ^ OD of the nations of the earth, 
m <-Jr We lift our hearts to thee 
^L^# For this fair land that gave us 
^~J birth, 

L f A country wide and free. 

For mountain heights and 
wooded glades, 
For prairie, lake, and sea, 



For lavishness in all the gifts 
That find their source in Thee. 

We thank Thee for the sacrifice 

Of daring men of old, 
For faith to cross uncharted seas, 

For dreams to make men bold; 
For saintly men and pioneers, 



IT WAS ONE GRAND DAY 

(Continued jrom 'page 15) 



that spelt J-O-Y to them! A letter 
marked "Not to be opened until 
Christmas night," had contained a 
cheque for two hundred dollars, "to 
help in your work, because The 
Army has brought to my wife and 
myself the greatest joy and the 
happiest Christmas we have ever 
known!" 



In their pretty bungalow, Joe and 
Kathy Simmers stood beside a win- 
dow. "How bright the stars are to- 
night, Kathy!" "Yes! I think they 
are extra shiny because this has 
been such a lovely Christmas. "It 
has that! The boss and his wife were 
never more happy in their lives. To 
have young Don back, saved, yet not 
leaving his own church, is just won- 
derful to them, and for them. ,God 
bless The Army!" 

It was very quiet around Sunny 



Acres. The Christmas stars looked 
down upon the big, homey house 
that was so full of happiness. In 
their room, Bruce and Madge Mc- 
Kendrick faced each other with 
eyes full of tears of purest joy; 
whilst a loving Father read all the 
unspoken praise and thankfulness 
of their glad hearts! 

The grandfather clock on the 
landing chimed the hour of twelve. 
In the living-room Don turned to 
the radiant girl beside him and 
said: "Midnight, Sandra beloved! 
Shall we say 'Thank you' for all 
this day has brought to us?" And 
with singing hearts they knelt. 

Into Soft Pillows 

Up^ in the big guest room, Ted, 
the irrepressible, murmured, as he 
burrowed deeper into soft pillows: 
"Midnight! Boy, oh, boy! This sure 
has been one grand day!" 



For all who served their age, 
And left for us who follow on 
A sacred heritage. 

May we be worthy of our land, 

And seek her highest good, 
Shaping a noble destiny 

Of truest brotherhood. 
May this fair land, our Canada, 

Thine own Dominion be; 
Thy people bless with righteousness 

From east to western sea. 

Mary S. Edg-itr. 



SYMBOLIC STARS 

THE five pointed star is sometimes 
associated symbolically with Mary 
the mother of Jesus, which in a way 
is peculiarly appropriate, because the 
Hebrew word for Mary is Miriam, mean- 
ing a star. 

The large silver star placed in the floor 
of the Grotto of the Church of the Holy 
Nativity in Bethlehem in the nineteenth 
century, at the supposed spot on which 
Jesus was born, has twelve points. 

It will be remembered that there were 
twelve tribes and twelve disciples. 
Tradition associates the number with 
closeness of relationship between the 
divine and the human. 

Formerly, the Feast of the Epiphany 
was known as "Twelfthtide," or 
"Twelfth Day," because it falls on the 
twelfth day after Christmas. 
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Modern methods 
in Mexico, pro* 
claim n Media- 
tor, Christ the 
Lord, for nil. 
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They wait, amid Ceylon's natu'-al 
beauty, to hear Salvationists mag- 
nify the Rose of Sharon 



ft 



An Officer In Africa first attends 

to the natives' ailments, then 

speaks of the Great Physician 



ft 



The Clinic nurse in Chungking's 
Army Hall rejoices when two 
more of China's babies are re- 
stored from near starvation 
(lower left) 
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British Honduras lads are thankful that the Judge sent ther 
n« , a Sch001 rather than to Jail, for Canadian Missionar 

uncers (one stands in backtjround) have taught them ho' 



to live upright, useful lives 



y 
ow 
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BY LIEUT.-COLONEL H. C. TUT1T 



"Anil, lo, the star, which they saw 
iL cairn.' and stood <i\i.-r wlii'iv (lie youi 

(f\ WISE MEN travel- 
'^^ ling from afar 

O'er desert wilds, led 

by the star, 
What Spirit sent you 

forth to find 
A Babe — as Saviour of 
mankind? 

What gracious Spirit; 

holy dream, 
Sent Magi following the 

gleam 
And seeking, seeking 

wide and far, 
Till to His Manger led 

the star? 

The Shepherds heard 

the Angel tell 
God's Gift had come to 

earth to dwell; 
They started seeking 

right away 
And found the manger 

where He lay. 



That precious Child a-seektng came 
Man, lost and ruined, to reclaim: 
DescendiriQ from the realms above, 
To seek and find lost souls to love* 



in the 1 
i; I'liikl 



si. \vi ni In-ft 
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Then, when He died, His Spirit fell 
On those who live to do His will: 
Apostles, martyrs, all became 
The bearers of His Cross and shame. 



They toiled; they suffered, sacrificed, 
To emulate the seeking Christ; 
No danger, terror, flood or flame 
Could stop them booking in His Nunc 



And we. who follow whore He trod, 
Live but to bring the lost to God; 
The highest honor He can give 
Is that, through us, lost souls may I 



Have You Remembered The 
Salvation Army in Your Will? 

SIiM.'K the yc-.-ii- 1 SH."i Th.. Sal- 
vuli'in Army has ik-monMnit- 

( .(1 its I'l'lVl'tivelU'.-iS ill di'.-llillK' 

Willi human prulik-nis, di.-uiVM 
anil liiiiladjustiiii-nis, tlirnuuli 
its vari.'d and liiirlily-iii'naiiizril 
network of rhara..ti'r-lniiliiini; 
activities. 

The Salvation Army is legally 
oomtiei.-nt to accept hc.in.-sts. 
I'lion Teiiuost. int'ormatlon or 
advice ^vill lie furnished l>.\ : 

Commissioner II. Orani.-s, 

Tcrrllorial ( 'onimnndei', 

20 Albert Street, 

Toronto, Onlario. 

Canada. 



One task nlone, our strength employs; 
No time have we for earthly Joys; 
He, who us sought at awful cost, 
Commissions us to seek the lost. 



I he War Cry sincerely wishes its readers in many lands d peace- 
blessed Christmas and a God-guided New Year 
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AGAIN IN THEIR HOMELAND 
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As this special 
issue of The 
War Cry goes 
to press (in 
m i d s u m mer) 
Colonel Arch. 
Layman has 
been cordially 
welcomed as 

Chief Secretary 
for the Cana- 
dian Territory, 
together with 
Mrs. Layman. 
The Colonel cu- 
te r e d The 
Army's w o r k 
from Kingsville, 
Ont., famed for 
the Jack Miner 
Bird Sanctuary, 
and Mrs. Lay- 
man also be- 
came an Officer 
from an Ontario 
centre 
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How You May Be Saved 

Simple Instructions Thai Will Help 

YOU realize you need Salvation. 
Thank God for (hat! If j/on arc 
willing to repent, and to forsake 
your sins, and to obey His mi'tv, 
yon way go to Him with ilic cer- 
tainty that ymir confession will 
meet with His forgiveness: niid thtit 
through faith in the atonement of 
Jesus Christ you will be made, con- 
scious of God's pardoning lore. And 
with the. New Birth will begin a 
lii'ui life of se!f-forgi!ffuI)ii's.s and 
service. 



Majesty 



"DO GOOD . . ." 

IF there is, therefore, any good I 
can do; 
Any kindness I can show; 
Let me not defer it, nor neglect it; 
For I may not pass this way again. 

BENEDICTION 

Tlie Lord bless thee and keep thee: 
The Lord make Hir. face to shine upon 

thee cuid be gracious unto thee; 
The Lord lift up His countenance upon 

thee, 
And give thee Pence. (Nuinlu is il:ii;:>. 



The War Cry 

OlTieial Organ of The SalvaUmi Army 
in Canada, Newfoundland and C.rrnuida. 
William lloolh, Founder; < h-or^.- U Car- 
penter, tlt'iK-'ral; Ueu.iamii! <• U'auu s, Ter- 
ritorial Commander. In torn at ional Head- 
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Territorial Headiiunrli-rs, J am on and Al- 
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nardin^' shipments and subscriptions 
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address, in Canada for ?U,;",0 prepaid. 
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A general view of Jerusalem, the Holy City, with its ancient walls and historic sites. 



ing hills, lay Jerusalem. Rocky up- 
lands stretched away to the west 
and south, and the conical-shaped 
Frank Mountain where King Herod 
built a palace, rose a few miles to 
the south-east. Skirting the eastern 
horizon, I could see the desolate 
Moabite range, and the face of 
the dill's, chopping sheer to the sea, 



(■Continued from page 6) 
Beneath me Bethlehem's build- 
ings stretched white and shining in 
the sun. Its light-bathed streets 
looked clean and neat. 

During the afternoon a Greek 
Orthodox Church priest guided us 
to the far end of the town, where 
we saw David's well. It is now en- 
closed by a small building, and one 




David's Well, Bethlehem, where the "three mighty men" drew water for their 

leader (2 Samuel 23:16). This photograph and that of the bell (page 6) were taken 

by Major Wiseman during his brief sojourn in the Holy Land 



was clearly visible. Glimpses of the 
sea itself could be caught between 
the nearer hills. 



reaches the well by descending a 
few steps. It seems quite certain 
that this is the well to which three 



CHRISTMAS DREAM 



(Continued jr 
the conquered lands and were sold 
as slaves to the Roman plutocrats 
and men everywhere lived under 
the shadow of fear. It was only on 
lonely hills like this that a man 
could speak freely. 

As the shepherds talked in the 
deep stillness of the midnight the 
silence was suddenly and dramatic- 
ally broken by the sound of the 
most thrilling harmonies as the im- 
mortal visitants appeared and sang 
their angelic song. Is it possible to 
imagine the dramatic intensity of 
that moment? 

The song opened with a recita- 
tive. The angel told of a Babe that 
was born in a manger that night — a 



om page 7) 

Babe who had come to earth to be 
God's Interpreter, and who would 
teach mankind how to make His 
Father's dream for them come true. 
Then the full chorus sang the 
majestic aria, "Glory to God in the 
highest and on earth peace, good- 
will toward men." 

The peace which God dreamed of 
was not just an absence of war 
which allowed those nations which 
were stronger to exploit those who 
were not so strong. Oh, no! The 
peace which God foresaw was one 
in which man recognized the dig- 
nity of his brother man; in which 
men, whatever their race or creed, 
were counted equal; when friend- 



"mighty men" of David's army came 
seeking water for their master. 
They had heard him cry out for 
a drink from the well at Bethle- 
hem, and breaking through the 
Philistine lines, reached the well 
and returned safely with the water. 
But when David heard the story of 
their heroism and daring, he re- 
fused to drink, preferring to pour 
the water upon the ground as an 
offering to Jehovah. (1 Chron. 
11:17-19). 

With a splendid Christian sol- 
dier-lad from Britain I walked 
back to Jerusalem from Bethlehem 
in the late evening. The road 
wound up and down over the hills. 
Stumpy olive trees and an occas- 
ional cypress showed dark against 
the lowering sky-line. Arabs passed 
by on their donkeys in endless pro- 
cession. The sun sank lower and 
lower, and far to the east its re- 
jected glory imparted to the moun- 
tains of Moab a strange tinge of 
rose that deepened into purple and 
(Continued on opposite page) 

ship and co-operation had driven 
out suspicion and men worked to 
establish His Kingdom on earth. 
That was the peace of which the 
angels sang that night. That was the 
substance of the dream of God. And 
though men have cherished other 
dreams — dreams of fame, wealth 
and power and have wrecked the 
world and themselves by their ef- 
forts to materialize their baser 
visions yet Christmas returns each 
year to remind us of that infinitely 
nobler dream. 

So Christmas becomes a festival 
of memories — simple, loving memo- 
ries of home and children and 
friends and majestic memories of a 
Saviour come to earth and of the 
dream of God to the fulfillment of 
which we are slowly but surely 
moving. 

* * * 

Biddy had finished and as Pat 
picked up his neglected paper he 
smiled at her. "You know, honey, 
you're dead right. Meanwhile we've 
got to play our part in bringing 
about the fulfillment of that dream 
and make it the chief business of 
our lives. 
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ANGEL HEADS 

The Charming Story of a Famous Painting 

(For the Children) 



rzz — pr\ see a carriage coming 
1/ " down the driveway, deco- 

rated with lovely draw- 
ings on the outside, would 
be an unusual sight in 
these modern days. 

Long ago a young girl 
in England had this 
pleasure. In fact, she watched 
daily for this stately vehicle 
to come up the curving lane 
under the spreading trees. For in it 
rode Sir Joshua Reynolds, an artist, 
who was a friend of the child's 
parents, Lord and Lady Gordon. 
They lived in a beautiful house set 
away back among a copse of trees. 
The grounds surrounding the man- 
sion were so large that they re- 
sembled a park. 

In this splendid house Lord and 
Lady Gordon lived with their small 
daughter, Frances Isabelle. She 
•was always delighted when Sir 
Joshua Reynolds came to visit, for 
he drew many pictures for her. 
Sometimes Sir Joshua brought 
Frances a gift, or took her riding in 
the fine carriage. Sometimes Frances 
Isabelle went back to Sir Joshua's 
studio with him. There she looked 
at all his remarkable pictures, some 
of which still are not finished. 

One day Lady Gordon asked Sir 
Joshua to make a portrait of her 
golden-haired daughter, Frances 
Isabelle. In those days there were 
no cameras, so that pictures might 
be taken in a few moments. Then 
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FAMOUS MASTERPIECE 
"Angel Heads," by Sir Joshua 
Reynolds whose picture, "The Boy 
Samuel'' also adorns innumerable 
homes and schoolrooms is, as the 
accompanying interesting article 
explains, the same child in differ- 
ent poses. Sir Joshua painted be- 
tween two and three thousand por- 
traits, and was knighted for his 
remarkable work 

it was a tedious business to have 
one's portrait made, for it required 
hours of sitting very still so that 
the artist could draw his subject. 

But Frances Isabelle went every 
day to sit very quietly while the 
great artist drew her picture. 

First, he sketched the way she 
looked when she faced him. It was 
very lovely with her blue eyes re- 
garding him gravely. He liked to 
draw her so well that he decided 
to make side views of Frances Isa- 
belle. In every pose the small girl 
was lovely. 

Angels Floating in Space 

But which one should he choose 
to present to her parents? This 
question puzzled him until he 
thought of a special plan. He would 
use them all! So he grouped the 
different heads of the golden- 
haired girl to make one picture. 
With skilful fingers he made the 
light shine on the faces and it is 
reflected on the child's golden hair. 
He drew wings on each of the 
shoulders and sketched clouds as if 
these were angels floating in space. 
That is why the picture has been 
appropriately called "Angel Heads." 

You may notice that the head at 
the lower left looks serious, while 
the one above is in repose, as if 
listening to the two at the right, 
with their lips parted as if they 
were singing. 

To-day this picture is a great 
favorite in homes, schoolrooms and 
art galleries. But how much more 
interesting it is when the story be- 
hind it is known. 

THE life of the talented. Joshua 
Reynolds is interesting. His 
father was a leather-maker. Even 
when Joshua was small he was al- 
ways drawing pictures. His older 
brothers and sisters liked to sketch, 
also. It was so difficult for the father 
to supply them all with paper that 
he permitted the children to draw 
pictures on the walls of their house! 
When Joshua was eight years old 
he drew the picture of the school 
which he attended. It was so good 
that his father was greatly pleased. 
That is why Mr. Reynolds decided 
that young Joshua must have train- 




ing from the best possible artists. 

Since there were no photograph 
studios, Joshua was kept busy 
painting portraits. He had a gift for 
making persons in his pictures very 
lifelike, just as the views of the 
little girl in "Angel Heads" show 
the personality of Frances Isabelle. 

Also, Joshua Reynolds was a 
master of color. He liked to experi- 
ment, trying new mixtures to see 
what would be the result. In all, 
it is said that he drew between two 
and three thousand portraits. It was 
no wonder that the king honored 
Joshua Reynolds by knighting him, 
after which the artist was Sir 
Joshua Reynolds. 

When you see this masterpiece in 
the art galleries or in the schooL- 
rooms, think of the story behind 
the picture. Always remember the 
golden-haired girl who lived in the 
mansion, set among the fine old 
trees. 

A VISIT TO BETHLEHEI^ " 

(Continued from page 2G) 
somehow reminded me of the mys- 
tery of death. But our conversa- 
tion was remote from thoughts of 
death — we talked about Jesus and 
were quite unashamed of our emo- 
tion. Bethlehem held for us some- 
thing steeped in childhood memor- 
ies and yet rich and valid for our 
mature years. We were men who 
had seen life and war, neverthe- 
less we were not above thinking 
about this charming Nativity story. 
We even seemed to catch a mystic 
echo of that ancient angel-chorus 
coming wistfully with the wind 
across lonely hills: "Peace on earth 
to men of good-will." 

"Here is a tale that is as old as 
time and as new as to-morrow, a 
story that brooks no boundary of 
nationality or color or race and be- 
fore which all men are equal," I 
reflected as we moved along the 
road. 

We stood still to watch the last 
edge of the sun slip below the folds 
of the Judean hills. By the time 
we reached the city the stars one 
by one were beginning to shine. 
It was an unforgettable journey. 

THE WAR CRY 






Army provides needy chil- 
dren with a treat 
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An Original Carol by Lieut. - 
Colonel James Merritt 
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Rough hewn the rocks of the cave with its bundles of hay, Pagan and dark was mankind, steeped in sin, lost to truth 

where the cattle were stabled. idolatrous worship. 

Lowly and crude was the crib where the Holy Child lay. so Wise Men crossed vast desert sands, seeking signs of a King 

pure and sweet, in a manger thus cradled. lead mankind to sweet peace and fellowship. 

Glory encircled the Christ Child, while shepherds adore Him; Out of the blackness of night shines the Star Mediation; 

Worshipful men of the plains and of toil, kneel before Him. Beacon of Light leads the way to the Christ our Salvation. 



Love came down to men, from Heaven to earth 

(to earth) 

Love came down to me at Jesus' birth. 

(His birth) 



Worshipping the Christ, our Heavenly King,, 

(our Kino) 

Treasures to His feet, we humbly bring. 

(we bring) 
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SONGS OF CHRISTMAS 






6{i By Lieut. -Colonel R. Slater 



S? 



6$ (Father of Salvation Army Music) 



A GREAT ninny Chris tmas 
soihjs are in existence, 
for the birth of Jl'sug has been 
a subject that has appealed 
strongly to song writers for 
hundreds of years, both in this 
and other lands. The Christ- 
mas season is one of singing, 
,- t nd perhaps in extent such 
vocal efforts surpass all oth- 
ers, for the thoughts, 
f n c t s and memories of 
the season have a ten- 
dency to stir human 
hearts to song. 

The first Christmas 
sonu was, of course, 
that sung by the angel 
host over a field near 
Bethlehem on the night of our Saviour's 
birth. They had but shepherds for an 
audience, yet what a glorious song it 
was ! Beyond all question the greatest 
and most famous of Christmas songs 
and the one that has inspired nil Christ- 
inas songs that ever have been written. 

Angels' Song in Fourteen Words 

A song is not a great song because it 
is lengthy; indeed the value of a song 
lies, as a rule, in its conciseness — a fact 
song-writers would do well to keep in 
mind. The angels' son a consists of only 
fourteen words in the English transla- 
tion (Luke 2:14), "Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace, good will 
toward men," yet this song was the 
alpha of all our Christmas music. 

Among the thousands of Christmas 
songs there is a little group which be- 
cause of being more in general use, the 
extent of favor they possess, and 
their striking ruer its, stand out as 
the most famous of human efforts in 
this class of songs. It is beyond dispute 
to say that each of the songs included in 
the following list are among the most 
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used, most loved, and best known. They 
are placed in order of age; the facts 
about them and their writers which we 
purpose to give will, no doubt, prove of 
interest to all singers and lovers of 
music: 

"While Shepherds Watched Their 
Flocks By Night'' (Song Book, 934). 

'■Hark, the Glad Sound! The Saviour 
Conies" (Song Book, 930). 

"Hark, the Herald Angels Sing!" (Song 
Book, 931), 

"Christians Awake! Salute the Happy 
Morn" (Song Book, 936). 

"Angels from the Realms of Glory" 
(Song Book, 932). 

The writer of the first was Nahum 
Tate, born in Dublin in 1652. He died in 
hard circumstances-— in fact, he was hid- 
ing from his creditors, in Southwark, 
London. The end came on August 12, 
1715. In conjunction with D. N. Brady 
he wrote a metrical version of the 
Psalms, which became widely known. In 
1702, in a supplement to this work, Tate 
inserted his now famous Christmas song. 
The tune that is generally used for it is 
known as "Winchester Old," which ap- 
peared in Alison's Psalter in 1599, 

Wrote "Oh, Happy Day" 

Dr. Dodderidge, a man of varied men- 
tal powers, of rich religious experience, 
and loved and esteemed as a teacher and 
writer on religious subjects, wrote on 
December 28, 1735, the second song in 
the list. He was born in London on June 
26, 1702, and was the twentieth child of 
his parents. His many abilities came to 
maturity at an early age, but while en- 
gaged in his labors as a minister and 
religious teacher he developed consump- 
tion, and although he sought relief and 





"GOODWILL HENCEFORTH . . ."—Choristers of famous old Canterbury Cathedral 
dispense traditional melody on Christmas Eve 



cure in a land with a less trying climate 
than England, he died at Lisbon on 
October 26, 1751. He was a most success- 
ful hymn writer, and a number from his 
pen now have a permanent place among 
the standard hymns of all English- 
speaking countries. In our Song Book, 
Nos. 139, 312, 326 and 316 are his, and 
for the last, "Oh, Happy Day That Fixed 
My Choice!" has not The Army, espec- 
ially, good reason to love the man and 
praise God for him? 

Among the World's Best 

Charles Wesley was the writer of the 
third song. He was born on December 
29, 1708, at Epworth, in Lincolnshire, 
and he was the brother of, and co- 
worker with, John Wesley. The latter, 
as far as organization is concerned, was 
the founder of the Methodists, but 
Charles Wesley was the poet of the 
movement; among his 7,000 pieces are 
some of the world's most famous hymns, 
as "Jesus, Lover of My Soul," "Thou 
Shepherd of Israel and Mine," "Give Me 
a Heart to Praise My God," and many 
more that have a place in our Song Book. 
"Hark, the Herald Angels Sing!" ranks 
among his best efforts and the tune is 
taken from the works of the celebrated 
composer, Mendelssohn. 

Dr. John Byroni was the writer of the 
fourth song in the list. He was born in 
1691 at Kersall, near Manchester, and 
died there in 1763. In early manhood he 
gave himself to the study of medicine, 
but in later years became a successful 
teacher of n system of shorthand of his 
own invention. He had a fiery religion 
and was highly respected. His Christmas 
song appeared in 1750. The original copy 
is framed and hangs in the Chetham 
Library, Manchester. 

James Montgomery was a religious 
poet, who, in his lifetime, gained great 
praise from friends and readers of a 
serious turn of mind, but most violent 
and condemnatory criticism from a good 
number of eminent literary men, Lord 
Macau I ay being the most distinguished 
among them. He was born at Irvine, 
Ayrshire, November 4, 1771, and died in 
Sheffield, April 30, 1854. It was In his 
paper, called "Iris," that "Angels from 
the Realms of Glory" appeared on De- 
cember 24, 1816. It is his best-known 
poem, and in many ways its merits give 
it a place among the finest Christmas 
songs ever written. Other songs on other 
subjects by him also rank high, as 
"Servant of God, Well Done!" and 
"Stand Up and Bless the Lord." 

When we sing these songs perhaps the 
memories of the Writers, which are re- 
counted in this article, may help to 
make them of greater interest to us. 
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THE WAR CRY 




ING WITH ALL 
YOUR HEARTS! 



WHILE SHEPHERDS WATCHED 

WHILE shepherds watched their 
flocks by night, 
All seated on the ground, 
The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 

"Fear not," said he, for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind, 

"Glad tidings of great Joy I bring 
To you and all mankind. 

"To you in David's town, this day, 

Is born of David's line, 
A Saviour, who is Christ the Lord; 

And this shall be the sign; 

"The heavenly Babe you there will find 

To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapped in swathing-bands, 

And in a manger laid." 

Thus spake the seraph; and forthwith 

Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels, praising God on high, 

Who thus addressed their song; 

"All glory be to God on high, 

And to the earth be peace; 
Goodwill henceforth from heaven to men 

Begin and never cease." 




TREASURES OF HIS GRACE 

HARK, the glad sound! the Saviour 
comes, 
The Saviour, promised long; 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song. 

He comes, the prisoner to release, 

In Satan's bondage held; 
The gates of brass before Him burst, 

The iron fetters yield. 

He comes, the broken heart to bind, 

The wounded soul to cure, 
And, with the treasures of His grace, 

To enrich the humble poor. 




GOD AND SINNERS RECONCILED 

HARK, the herald angels sing 
"Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth and mercy mild; 
God and sinners reconciled." 

Christ, by highest heaven adored, 
Christ, the everlasting Lord, 
Late in time behold Him come, 
Offspring of a virgin's womb. 

Veiled in flesh the Godhead see; 
Hail the incarnate Deity! 
Pleased as man with men to appear, 
Jesus our Immanuel here. 

Hail the heaven-born Prince of Peace, 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness! 
Life and light to all He brings, 
Risen with healing in His wings. 



A 

Selection 

of 

Carols 



HARK, THE 
GLAD SOUND! 

Maidens, in 
seven teenth 
century c o 5 - 
tumes. sing 
carols at the 
porch of one of 
E n g land's 
stately man- 

sions 



CHRISTIANS AWAKE 

CHRISTIANS, awake, salute the h.ip- 
py morn 
Whereon the Saviour of mankind was 

born; 
Rise to adore the mystery of love 
Which hosts of angels chanted from 

above; 
With them the Joyful tidings first begun 
Of God incarnate and the Virgin's Son. 

Then to the watchful sheperds it was 

told, 
Who heard the angelic herald's voice: 

"Behold, 
I bring good tidings of a Saviour's birth 
To you and all the nations upon earth; 
This day hath God fulfilled His promised 

word, 
This day is born a Saviour, Christ the 

Lord." 




an 

.. . , faL ( ... . iisi 



COME AND WORSHIP 

ANGELS from the realms of glory, 
Wing your flight o'er all the earth; 
Ye, who sang creation's story, 
Now proclaim Messiah's birth, 
Come and worship, 
Worship Christ, the new-born King. 

Shepherds in the field abiding, 

Watching o'er your -flocks by night, 

God with man is now residing; 
Yonder shines the infant light: 

Come and worship, 
Worship Christ, the new-born King. 

Saints, before the altar bending, 
Watching long with hope and fear, 

Suddenly the Lord descending, 
In His temple shall appear: 

Come and worship, 
Worship Christ, the new-born King, 



THE KINGDOM EVERLASTING 



(Continued 
as themselves. He organized no 
armies, no navies, no immense po- 
litical structure. How unlike recent 
leaders in Europe, who endeavored 
to found kingdoms by force! Who 
taught that consideration for the 
young and old, and the rights of 
others, was childish and unworthy 
of "supermen"; but whose lights have 
now gone out, causing the "pomp of 
yesterday" to be forgotten. Two 
great empires have perished, and a 
third may be added to the number 
before Christmas lights again glow 
on trees in a million homes. 

Jesus came and founded a King- 
dom, not upon meat and drink — the 



from page 3) 

things we see and handle — but 
resting upon an unshakable Trin- 
ity — Righteousness, Peace and Joy 
in the Holy Ghost. This Kingdom 
"the fret of time" cannot change, 
the feeble attempts of man destroy; 
nor can the passing of the years dim 
its lustre, for it rests upon inde- 
structible pillars laid down by God. 
Well might the hymn-writer say: 
"Crowns and thrones may 

perish, 
Kingdoms rise and wane . . ." 
but the Kingdom established by 
Jesus must live on. For this is the 
promise: "Of His Kingdom THERE 
SHALL BE NO END." 



CHRISTMAS NUMBER 
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